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neither the time nor the wish to do so. so little and wants so much!  and I am t in it!    I am so embarrassed on receiving ments, and true sounds of the heart are g
Since I wrote to you there has been* notl; in my life, slashed with a few little good music. We have had "Moise" and " mounted and executed as those operas ha^ before, and every time that either is give: my only pleasure. I do not meddle in pol like some grammarian, I don't know wh( happens, I have six thousand verbs .co; bring daily, like an ant, a chip to my pii< days when the memory of the lie Saint-Pi frenzies; I thirst for a journey, I writhe i Then, the next day, I think that I have f pay at the end of the month, and I set to w
Will you like me with long hair? E\ says I look ridiculous. I persist. My been cut since my sweet Geneva. In o may know what I mean by amy sweet < ought to see Charlet's caricature on umy s\\ a conscript on Mount Blanc, not seeing ; calls it "Land of evil!"
At this moment I am working at two Fleur du Poix," and "Melmoth reconcilie." also to do the counterpart of "Louis Lan Homo," and the end of the "Enfant Maie? You. Who writes oftenest? I. I have most affection, that is natural; you are the most lovable, and I have more reasons to bear you friendship than you have to grant it to me. There is but one thing that pleads for me; misfortune, misery, toil; and as you have all the compassions of woman and of angel, you should think of me a littlerk!ible in my work is but the faint shadow of the lighto her also, will be finilsive, boyish at times, and too full, certainly, of his debts and his troubles; but with it all is the strong underflow of a
